HOES
"dressed in colours, powdered, carried his fine lace hat
beneath his arm . . . and danced at every assembly held
in the capital or the vicinity." And had had his dreams:
"Dear Will: I have thought of the cleverest plan of life that
can be imagined. You exchange your land for Edgehill or I
mine for Fairfields; you marry S	 P	, I marry R	a
B	1, join, and get a pole chair and a pair of keen horses,
practice the law in the same court and drive about to all the
dance together.'*
And then when R	a B	1 would not have him, he
must make—just like us—the round of the Great Route to
find a fiddle and forget.
"You must know that as soon as the Rebecca (the name he
intended to give the vessel—a 'full rigged flat') is finished I intend
to hoist sail and away, I shall visit particularly England, Hol-
land, France, Spain, Italy (where I shall buy me a good fiddle)
and Egypt. . . . This to be sure would take us two or three years
and if we should not both be cured of Love in that interval I
think the devil would be in it."
He went instead to the House of Burgesses in Williamsburg
to hear Patrick Henry make his great speech. The debate he
afterwards said was "most bloody/5
Let us add that he did not approve of imaginative litera-
ture except for Ossian, whom he "dared to declare is the
greatest poet that ever existed." He tried, indeed, like his
successors of to-day, to buy the original manuscript of the
poem, asserting that "money is no obstacle, the glow of one
warm thought being worth all the money in the world/*
But then let us not forget that he won his wife—not Miss
Rebecca Burwell, but Mrs. Martha Skelton, aged twenty-
two, who had been three years a widow, by the power of
his violin, "so accompanying the lady in a pathetic song
that, at the sound, heard from without the house," his two
most formidable rivals slunk away without entering, "con-
vinced that the affair was beyond their control.35

